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  Ric and Louise




  





  Louise and Ric had been out on another date. Both felt good to be out of the movies and in Ric’s car driving out of the city. Louise was laughing at some lame joke that Ric had made, trying to keep the nervous tension from her voice.




  Ric turned, watching Louise’s blonde shoulder length hair bouncing as they drove along. Ric couldn’t concentrate on anything Louise was saying because he was too excited about heading to the beach.




  They drove along in silence, giving each other little glances and knowing smiles, Ric looking like he couldn’t believe how lucky he was, and Louise excited and nervous all in one. They pulled into the car park at the beach, a big gravel car park that at weekends was full of cars with their surfboards strapped to the roofs; but at night, it was so quiet except for the sound of the waves crashing on the beach beyond the dunes. Once parked, they turned to each other.




  “I am so excited, Louise. Are you sure you’re okay about this?”




  Louise looked at Ric and nodded. “Since you showed me that website, I haven’t been able to think of anything else. All week at work I found myself thinking about what was going to happen tonight.” She grinned at him and he relaxed in relief.




  “I can’t believe how lucky I am to have met you; we just click, don’t we?”




  She laughed “More than click. You get me, and you don’t care about my naughty side.”




  “I love your naughty side.” Ric leaned over and kissed Louise on the lips, reaching out with his right hand and squeezing her breast.




  “Will you be all right with everything?” Louise looked into his open face.




  “I think so. Fuck. I get hard just thinking about what’s going to happen, but really, I think I’ll be fine. I have never been the jealous type; and remember, at the end, I get to take you home.”




  “So true. Mindy has been asking me all week what has been wrong with me.”




  “Have you been that bad at work?”




  “Not bad, but, well, giggly and nervous, daydreaming and…well, not with it. It’s been so hard to concentrate.”




  Ric really laughed now. “Me too. I dropped a piece of steel on the job site Wednesday. I wasn’t watching what I was doing; my mind was on tonight.”




  She kissed him again.




  Then they sat there, alone, huddled on the front seat of their car.




  “How will we know?” Louise asked.




  “I told them where we would be parked, and from what time, and what to bring. Do you have everything you need?




  “I think so.” She looked down into her bag and smiled. “Yes everything. God, I can’t wait.” She grinned at him. “Wish they would hurry up,” she added, scanning the empty car park.




  “Oh, you are keen, aren’t you my little sexy slut.” Ric rubbed her breast harder through her flimsy top.




  “Should I take my bra off?”




  Ric slipped his hand down her top and squeezed her nipple. “Not yet honey. I know you’re keen, but it’s still ten minutes before start time.”




  “What if we love it…you know, really love it?” Louise asked.




  “Then we can do it again. And if you don’t like it, I mean, don’t get into it, then just say so and we will be outta here real quick.”




  “Okay, what about you…if you don’t like it, Ric? You have to say, even if I am loving it.”




  “Okay, I will, I promise. You ready?” Ric gave her tense shoulders a squeeze.




  “Ready with butterflies.” She laughed.




  “Let me check how ready you are,” he said, with a huskiness to his voice.




  She loved that about him, how he could be so sweet and sensual and then so demanding. Louise nodded her head.




  Ric put his right hand between her legs, which she had firmly shut. He pushed them apart with an insistence that excited her more, his eyes looking right into hers. She let her legs relax, and felt his fingers in her warm spot.




  “Oh, honey, you are wet, aren’t you?” He pulled his fingers out and licked them slowly. “Wet and creamy. I don’t know if you’ll last.” He grinned.




  “Me neither,” Louise said, taking Ric’s hand in hers and then sucking on his fingers. “How about we get started now?” She her hand on his bulging cock where it pushed up hard against the zipper of his jeans.




  Ric put his hand on hers.




  “Not yet honey, not yet, later on for me.”




  “Oh, come on, Ric. I’m about to burst,” she said, her voice now husky and demanding.




  “You won’t have to wait long.” Ric nodded to a light that had appeared in the car park.




  Louise grinned. “This is it then.”




  “This is it. Are you sure?” Ric asked her a final time.




  “Oh, honey, I couldn’t be surer.” Louise’s eyes widened and her lips parted to a huge smile, showing of her perfect white teeth. “Do I get out?”




  “Yes, honey, you get out of the car.”




  As she reached for the door handle, Ric grabbed her arm. “Hold on. Let me turn the interior light off in the car. We have plenty of moonlight.” He clicked the button and then let go of Louise’s arm.




  She opened the door and got out. She stood next to the car wearing the little denim skirt that stopped just above her knees. She had on her long black boots with the tall heels. Being short, she thought she should be considerate and add some height to her legs.




  A man got out of the driver’s side of the parked car. She waved at him and he put his hand up to wave back. Ric had bent over the seat and opened up her window so that he could see and hear everything. The windows were already fogged up, but he was determined not to miss a thing.




  Then another man got out of the car. He also waved. Louise waved back, then turned and bent into the car, making sure they had a good look up her legs and her skirt. She wiggled her bottom and hitched her skirt up a bit farther.




  “Well, that’s two of them.” She laughed.




  “More to come, my love.”




  “Oh, baby, I never knew this sort of thing went on, nor how good it is.”




  “You liking it, then?”




  “Loving it. Bring them on,” she said laughing again from nerves.




  She turned back around and looked at the two men approaching her. One of them, she saw, was a bit older than she and Ric, maybe mid-thirties, with thick blonde curls and a thick muscly chest. He wore denim jeans with a white V-necked t-shirt. Louise licked her lips. The other man was dark haired, shorter, with stubble on his face. He looked rugged and capable of anything. She studied the two men as they approached her slowly. She wiggled her finger at them to beg them to come closer, and they did.




  “Hi.” The blond said, his voice so seductive it sent shivers all over her. He was one of the sexiest men she had ever laid eyes on, not that she would ever admit that to Ric. She loved Ric without doubt, but this exciting foray out of their normal love life was really working wonders on her.




  She could see how this stranger was looking at her, and even if he was looking at her like a piece of meat, she didn’t care. She loved that he wanted her for her hot body, and that was it. She had always wanted men to want her for her wit and her intelligence and not just for her very shapely body. But now, she had Ric. She didn’t need anyone to love her for her intelligence. She was more than happy that they liked her for her looks.




  “Hi, yourself,” she said in her singsong voice.




  “We rang,” he said, his voice raw and hungry.




  “I am glad you did. I haven’t done this before,” Louise admitted.




  “That’s okay, has to be a first sometime,” the dark-haired demi god said.




  “Yours?” she asked.




  They then both smiled. “No,” the men said in unison.




  “You can come closer,” Louise said coyly.




  Both men obliged.




  The blond one came right up to her so he was standing in front of her. “Oh, you are beautiful.”




  Louise smiled. “Thank you. I think you two both look very hot.”




  “Can I touch you?” the blond asked.




  Louise broke into a smile and nodded, her eyes on his hands as they came up and touched her on her cheek, softly. Then his fingertips traced down her jawline and down her neck. She let out a sigh.




  It made him smile. He stopped just between her breasts. Louise was breathing hard, and he took at little step closer.




  “Can I kiss you?” he asked.




  “Yes,” Louise said, her voice husky, as he hadn’t waited for a reply and his lips were soon on her hungry mouth. Their lips touched, and Louise opened her mouth, ready to accept his tasty tongue. He kissed her deeply, putting one arm around her back and pulling her hard against his chest.




  She could feel all his muscles; he was so well built she couldn’t believe her good luck.




  He then pulled away. “You taste so good,” he said to her.




  “So do you,” she replied.




  “Do you taste good everywhere?”




  “Well, Ric thinks so. He loves to go down on me.”




  “And do you like it when Ric goes down on you.”




  “Ahh, the sweetest thing ever.”




  He smiled at her, tilting his head. “You have to be the hottest chick ever, to set up one of these meetings.”




  Louise felt the blush rise from her chest and over her face; she wasn’t used to compliments. The people she worked with often thought she was a bit snobby, but that wasn’t her problem. She could be quite shy at times.




  He ran his finger down the length of her arm to her fingertips, every one of her senses awakened. He held her hand and squeezed it.




  “I like you.” He bent forward, put his face into the side of her neck, and breathed in her perfume. “You smell so good.”




  She leaned back on the car, enjoying the feel of his hard body against hers. He was so hard in his jeans…she had to reach with her hand to touch him. “Oh, my, what have we here?”




  “Do you want it?”




  “I want it,” she told him.




  “Are you sure you want it?” he asked her with a tease in his voice, and pulled away.




  She reached up and pulled him closer. “I want it,” she told him in a voice that sounded so foreign to her.




  “Well, not just yet.” He turned and looked over his shoulder.




  Louise looked. They weren’t on their own. Louise could see that three more cars had turned up and a few men had walked in, obviously parking by the road. She could see them all lining up next to each other. No one was blocking anyone else’s view.




  Ric had warned her that there might be as many as fifteen turn up, but she hadn’t believed it. She knew from what she had read on the forums that a lot would be there just to watch. She liked the idea of being watched. She had always liked the idea of being watched, just hadn’t been game enough to tell Ric in case he thought there was something wrong with her. Now she knew for sure, there was nothing wrong with her. This was really normal.




  It had to be, for she knew of eleven other places, secluded places, where the same thing was going on, right then and there.




  It excited her. The very thought of this private, secretive group of people going around watching other people fuck thrilled her.




  She grinned at him. “Wow I didn’t expect a crowd.”




  “It was an enticing invitation,” he told her.




  He pushed her skirt up so it was sitting up on her waist, exposing her nakedness.




  “No panties?” He shook his head at her.




  The other men began to walk closer to the car. A few, she could see, had torches so they could see where they were walking.




  “I didn’t think I would need panties,” she said seductively.




  “Oh, sweet woman, you don’t.” With his arms around her, he lifted her effortlessly onto the bonnet of the car. “Cold on your ass?”




  “Very.”




  “Good.”




  He then pushed her back so she was leaning on her arms, and then with expert handling, he pushed both legs up so that her knees were bent, and he flicked his fingers over her mound.




  “Oh, god, yes,” she said huskily.




  She was glad that she had gone and had everything waxed off so she was nice and smooth. She knew, leaning back like that, just how juicy and delicious she looked.




  He smiled at her, and did it again.




  She felt her whole pussy gaping open for the world to see—and did they see! The men moved around silently to watch what this blonde hunk was doing to her.




  He flicked his fingers over her pussy again, and again she cried out. Then, looking deeply into her eyes, he slid a finger into her wetness.




  “Oh you are a nice little dirty slut.”




  He fingered her, again and again, until she was crying out. She yelled to him that she wanted more.




  Louise saw men behind her blond hunk; a couple of them had their cocks out, all nice and hard, giving them a bit of a rub. She felt so empowered having all these men looking at her pussy, while this stranger brought her to orgasm, knowing Ric was there watching everything. She wanted everyone to rip off their clothes, throw her to the ground, and take her in every hole. She had never been so turned on in her life; she wanted cock in her mouth, and asked—begged—the blond hunk for cock in her mouth, she wanted to taste him.




  “Not yet, in a little while,” he told her and nodded to his dark-haired mate.




  The blond’s friend came over and rubbed her clit with his fingers, standing sideways so he didn’t block the view from the others.




  “Lick her,” someone called out.




  “God, I love pussy. I can smell her from here. She wants it, mate; give it to her.”




  The dark-haired demigod, still standing sideways, bent down and licked her clit, nice and slow. The blond hunk moved around to the side of the car and played with her tits.




  “Open her up for us,” another yelled out.




  Louise felt the gentle fingers holding her flaps open, and then pull her sweet wet cunt open as far as he could. Louise begged them to fuck her. She couldn’t stand the teasing much longer.




  “Fuck me! Please, fuck me,” she called out.




  The blond hunk put his finger to her lips. “Soon. Do you want some cock in your mouth first?”




  “God, yes. Please, what do I have to do? Give it to me.”




  He pulled her down from the bonnet.




  She left her skirt exactly where it was, loving the fact that everyone could see how she was—naked and shaved.




  He leaned on the car and let her unzip his jeans. With expert ease, she pulled his hard cock out and began to lick it. Bending at her hips, with her legs spread as far as she could, knowing it would be a good show from behind. She began to lick him and then suck him, and finally took him deep down her throat while he groaned.




  She hardly heard Ric open the car door and get out. He walked around to the front of the car and ran his hand around her waist. Then, with the comfort of knowing her body and knowing what she liked, he pulled her ass cheeks apart, as wide as he dared and tried not to block the view. Some of the men came closer so they could get a good look.




  Ric turned then, and with one arm, waved them over. “Come on. Look at this nice tight little ass. How hot does it look? I think it’s a little bit hungry.” He slapped her hard on the ass.




  Louise’s lips left the blonde hunk’s hard cock as she yelped.




  “Suck my cock, bitch,” the blonde hunk demanded of her.




  She felt his hand around her head and went down, taking his shaft, hard and quick.




  Ric teased her ass with his familiar hands, knowing how much she liked some action there. “Come on, don’t be shy, friends. Come up, have a closer look,” he begged them.




  “I’m gonna blow,” the blond hunk said, holding her head on his cock as he shot his hot cum into her mouth.




  She swallowed mouthfuls and then, as his hand relaxed on her head, she moved so she could lick all the juice that ran down the side.




  “Good girl,” Ric told her.




  Louise stood, letting her first victim up.




  The blond touched her lightly on the face and shook his head in disbelief. “Wow. That was brilliant.”




  Another man made his way through the group, and Louise looked at him and nodded. He seemed shy and a bit awkward. He smiled at her from under his mop of hair and looked at her as if she was the most desirable woman he had ever seen.




  He didn’t wait for an introduction. Instead, he reached forward to her shirt buttons and started undoing them. Once he had the last one undone, he pushed the shirt off her shoulders and pulled it down her back and onto the ground.




  Ric then deftly undid her bra and pulled the straps down, and threw that onto the shirt. The new stranger stared at her breasts and reached out, his fingers tracing around her nipples and then under the breast and around. His fingers were so soft and tender, nothing like the way Ric touched her. As much as she loved what Ric did to her, she loved the differences of this man.




  She arched her back to him, sticking her tits out even more. They were a good size, nearly a D cup, with nice big nipples and a darkness that surrounded them.




  He cupped them and rubbed them with his clever fingers, exploring the fullness of them and lifting them in his hands.




  She knew they would feel full and heavy to him. He smiled when she moaned. Then with one hand squeezing a breast, he dropped his mouth to the other and sucked on her nipple, taking as much of her breast into his mouth as he could, and sucked even harder. He pulled away and looked at her, and told her that she was the hottest chick he had ever touched.




  Louise felt like a goddess; she had never felt so beautiful or so sexy in her life.




  “Can I?” he asked, drawing his hands down her back and cupping each ass cheek in his hands and pulling her into him.




  “Please, yes,” she begged.




  He turned her around, pulled his cock out from his pants, and slid on a condom. With one hand wrapped around her small waist, he put his other between her legs and pushed her apart. Then he eased his cock into her warm and waiting pussy. She cried out and fell forward onto the hood of the car. She rested both hands on the car so she could hold herself up. He thrust into her, harder and harder. She screamed at him, demanding him to take her hard, like the little slut she liked to be. He kept going, harder and harder.




  Louise was hardly aware of the other men now surrounding them, all watching and enjoying what they were seeing. Though perhaps, no one was enjoying it as much as Ric, who was rubbing her tits and squeezing her nipples as she was being fucked nice and hard by this stranger.




  The stranger finished and shuddered against her, and she felt him go soft and drop between her legs. Spent and satisfied, she turned around and could see by the crowd that she wasn’t done.




  Ric came to her side and kissed her passionately on the mouth. She responded and let him hold her while her breathing slowed and she caught her breath.




  “You liked that then?” he asked.




  “Liked it? You have to be kidding. I loved it.”




  “Good girl. I’m glad you liked it because I loved it too. They all want you; do you know that? Who are you going to pick next?”




  Louise grinned at Ric. “You pick.”




  So he did. He picked a man who looked like a foreigner, and when he spoke, he definitely had a strong guttural accent. The foreigner dropped to his knees in front of Louise and grabbed on to her thighs. He pulled her toward his mouth capturing her wet lips. His tongue whipped over her clit until it was swollen even more. He licked her hard and heavy. Ric kissed her mouth and sucked on her tits while this stranger licked and sucked her clit, until she cried out for more.




  He responded quickly by standing. He turned her around and bent her forward. Ric handed him a condom which he slipped on quickly. He drove into her, with such force and with such a huge throbbing cock, that it shocked Louise, who yelled out to him to take it easy.




  Ric came around and stuck his fingers in her mouth so she could suck on them while she got fucked nice and hard. Louise cried out, her whole body in rapture as he drove into her.




  “That’s the way baby. You take him; take him hard. Let him open up that tight pussy of yours. Take him nice and deep, good girl, my good little slut.” Ric talked to her while the other man fucked her, and this turned her on even more.




  Ric pulled his fingers from her mouth as the big man blew his load, leaving her panting but still wanting more.




  Another man came up, and this time Ric held him back. He kissed Louise softly on the lips. “How about one more?” he asked her, winking.




  Never in her life had she imagined that something so slutty as being gang-fucked could feel so hot and so good.




  So she nodded. She wanted more cock. She had to have it, and she knew that Ric was enjoying the show as much as the men who had come to watch. She grinned at the men and at Ric.




  “You wait here, honey.” Going around to her side of the car, Ric pulled a blanket out and threw it on the ground. Then he got hold of the tube of lube. He let Louise see he had it and she knew what was about to happen.




  She nodded at him.




  He walked her over to the blanket and she got down on all fours like a dog. Then he slowly rubbed his hand over her nice round bottom.




  She relaxed and felt herself opening up. He eased her cheeks apart and began to rub his finger up and down over the slit in her cheeks, to her wet and swollen clit. He teased her pussy by just sticking his fingers in a little bit and then he went back to her other hole and did the same thing. He undid the tube of lube slowly, with everyone watching as he held her apart. Ric squeezed a good drop of the liquid between her cheeks and let it slide down to her tight opening.




  Now Louise began to gape. Any shyness she’d had before they’d come tonight, had now gone. She let his finger tease her hole, sliding in some lube with each stroke, until his finger was gliding in and out of her ass, sending shivers through her.




  She heard the watchers approving comments, and this only made her want more.




  “Wider,” a man called out, so Ric did as he was told, really grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled her apart. She knew they would all be looking at the hot, tight little hole that knew no bounds to pleasure.




  Ric fingered her harder and harder, and deeper, then added a second finger. He wanted her aching for it, and she soon was.




  A man of about twenty-five was picked, and he came forward with an erection that needed some attention. Ric moved aside and went to be in front of Louise. She looked up and saw Ric nodding to whoever was behind her, and Ric unzipped his jeans.




  Louise took his familiar cock into her mouth. His strong hands held her as the man from behind grabbed onto her ass and slowly eased his cock into her.




  “Nice and tight,” he said approvingly. He went slowly, and more deeply, with each thrust.




  Louise sucked on Ric’s cock, taking him farther into her mouth, trying to swallow it down her throat. She didn’t care if he made her gag. She had the man she loved in her mouth and some stranger fucking her slowly and very deliberately in her ass. She didn’t think it could get any better—until her orgasm. Her entire body shuddered as her pussy let go and dripped juices down her legs. The stranger blew and then pulled out of her ass, and Ric exploded not just into her mouth, but all over her face, too.




  She collapsed onto the blanket, now completely spent. She licked her lips.




  Ric bent down and wiped her face so she was clean again. “Are you alright honey?”




  “Fantastic. Oh, god, that was good.” She rolled over and began to pull her skirt down, and saw that the crowd was dispersing. “They’re leaving.”




  “Yes, honey, and so are we. Ready to go home?” He touched her gently.




  She nodded. When Louise stood up and folded the blanket, she saw that the car park was empty. It was just the two of them again. And if it wasn’t for the way her ass and pussy felt so stretched and achy, she would have thought it was all one big wet dream.




  “Until next time,” Ric said, placing the blanket back in the boot of the car.




  “Until next time,” Louise agreed, winking at him and getting into the car.




  The Watcher




  





  Belinda knew he was watching her. He tried not to be obvious, but the way he moved around so he could get a better look, made him obvious to her.




  Belinda didn’t want him to know that she knew he was there. She lay on the beach reading a magazine; or at least she had turned the page and folded the magazine back so it looked like she was really interested in a story. She saw him standing up on the small dune looking at her; she wanted him to come closer, so he could really see her.




  She wasn’t normally like that, but there was something in the way he stood there on his own, without sunglasses on, staring at her with such unabashed boldness.




  She kept her sunglasses on so he didn’t notice her little glances up at him. She looked down to the end of the beach. A few hundred meters away, she saw a small group of people playing at the water’s edge, while farther down, the main crowd swarmed.




  To the other side, nobody. She’d have him to herself.




  It was a hot day and the sun beat down. She stood and walked toward her bag, at the end of her towel, right where she’d dropped it when she had arrived. She pulled out a tube of moisturizer and began to rub some on her bare stomach. Then she stretched her right leg out and rubbed the cream from the bottom of her leg, up to the top of her thigh. He looked straight at her, watching her.




  She couldn’t believe how much the audience of one turned her on. So she put cream on her other leg, slowly and teasingly, knowing he still watched her. Then she rubbed it all over her stomach again, over her arms and then across her chest.




  The temptation was too much—she eased her hand inside the triangle holding her rather full left breast in. She rubbed the cream all over her breast and then slid her hand into the other side and rubbed the cream over that breast, too.




  Once done, Belinda lay back on the towel, willing him to come farther down, over the dune and sit near her.




  As if he had heard her silent pleas, he took a few steps. She fought hard not to look up. She kept hold of her magazine, but when she saw that he had stopped moving, she put her hand around her neck and undid the tie of her bikini top, and then the tie around her back, letting the top fall onto the towel.




  Then she slowly raised her upper body off the towel, leaning on her arms. She knew how big her tits were, and her long, hard nipples touched the towel.




  She stretched slightly and, with her right hand, rubbed her left breast as if she was doing it absent-mindedly.




  Look at me, stranger. Look at my nice big tits; see me playing with them.




  Belinda still tried to look like she was engrossed in her magazine. She had a quick look and saw the stranger had moved down and was now half lying on the bank above her, only about twenty meters away.




  She licked her lips. She rubbed her nipple between her fingers and thumb, rolling over the hardening nub and giving it a little squeeze. Then she swapped sides, giving the other breast a turn, pulling and pinching with abandon. She saw that he was looking right at her tits, watching every move that she made.




  He had moved closer, and Belinda could see now that he was a handsome man. He looked like a rugged fisherman of about thirty-five, strongly built without an ounce of fat on him.




  She kept touching her tits and giving little glances to her watcher. She wished that he was down the beach so he’d have a good view of her pussy. She wondered how she was going to maneuverer herself into his view. As if on cue, a ball appeared from nowhere. He shot up, ran down, grabbed it, and threw it back to the group playing down in the water.




  He must be a mind reader. He settled down the beach to her left, now only about ten meters from where she lay, right where she’d wanted him to be.




  Belinda got on her knees and leaned forward to search for something inside her bag. When she lay down again, she did so in such a way that her feet were facing the stranger. She knew without checking that he’d be able to look right up between her legs, and this did nothing but excite her. He could watch her until the heat had gone out of the sun, for all she cared. She wanted him watching her.




  She turned over onto her back, brought her knees up with her toes digging into the sand. Resting with one arm draped over her head, her magazine folded and in hand, she pretended to keep reading. She knew he was looking at her, and she knew that there wasn’t anyone nearby. She slid her empty hand between her legs and slowly rubbed her mound through the bikini bottom.




  She glanced from beneath her magazine; she had to make sure she had his attention. His gaze was fixed on the spot between her legs, staring right at her, not noticing anything else going on. This excited her even more.




  She’d known this morning that nothing ordinary would abate this need she had. And nothing would bring her closer to the edge of release than being watch by some stranger as she touched herself.




  She kept rubbing her mound, and then with her forefinger, eased her bikini bottom aside. She knew he would be looking right at her deep pink throbbing hole, so she began to rub her finger around the opening, putting her finger in a little bit. Then, as she pulled her finger out, she opened herself up so he could get a good look.




  She knew how hot she must look to him, hot, wet and horny. She stuck her finger in deeply next, and moving her hips, began to finger-fuck herself—just enough to really turn him on. Then she stopped as quickly as she had started, slowing pulling her bikini back over to hide herself and licked her finger clean.




  Belinda turned the page of the magazine and dared another look at the stranger. His gaze was glued on her. She could tell from the way he was lying on the sand that he was getting comfortable so he could see some more.




  She laughed to herself, loving the power she had over men. Pussy Power. She smelled her own scent as she stood and slowly bent over and fumbled around in her bag. She knew that he would be getting a good look at her ass and, in his mind would be begging her to pull off her bikini bottom.




  She finally took a sarong out of her bag and made a big deal out of giving it a good shake and then tying it around her slender waist. She slipped her hands under the sarong and skimmed her bikini bottom all the way down, making sure he could see what she was doing.




  She let it drop slowly to the ground and stepped out of it.




  Then she bent, picked it up, and slipped it into her bag.




  Belinda loved this bit. She believed now that he wouldn’t be moving anywhere—he wanted to see more. This time she lay down face-first, on to her tummy. She looked up and down the beach to see who was about, and saw a lone man walking along the beach with his dog. He was an older man, maybe in his forties, with dark hair tinged slightly with gray.




  Oh, now this was going to get hot.




  Belinda waited until the man with the dog got a bit closer. She suddenly got up on her knees, making sure that she had managed to drag the sarong up, and pulled a drink out of her bag. A breeze blew across her legs and blew her sarong up over her ass. Both men would know that she was naked under the sarong.




  She wondered what the man with the dog was doing. She lay down, letting the breeze keep the sarong blowing up over her ass. She pretended to pull it down a bit, but all she did was adjust it so it sat across her ass. Belinda then ran her hand over her round cheek to between her legs, and with her long fingers and dark red nails, she began to touch herself.




  The dog yelped. She was sure the dog wanted to keep walking but the owner was keeping him there. Belinda relaxed, bringing her hands under her body, rubbing her tummy and then her pussy. She rubbed her clit and, ever so slightly, bent her knees just enough to tilt her pussy toward her two watchers. She stretched her pussy open and fingered herself. She wasn’t ready to come yet; she wanted to know that they were both watching her and were as hard as rocks. She slowly fingered herself, sliding her fingers over the silky bare skin, all shaven, and now dripping.




  She pushed her fingers in deeper, arching her back even more; nice and deep, she rode her fingers. Belinda heard the dog yelp again, and the man speak to someone.




  She looked to her right and saw a woman walking toward him, waving. He waved back and pulled the dog with him. Belinda grinned when she saw how tight his shorts were. The other man kept watching her. Now that he was closer, she could see he was a very good-looking man. This was a problem—she wanted to touch him, to take his clothes off—but how?




  Belinda pulled her sarong down and rolled over onto her back.




  She knew it was a dangerous idea, but she couldn’t help herself. She pulled a business card from her bag; it was a bit bent and tatty, an old one, from the previous law firm where she had worked. She hoped that her being a lawyer wouldn’t put him off.




  Getting up, she slipped her shoes on and folded her towel. When she was sure she had everything packed away, she looked right at him.




  And he blushed. He looked shocked, too, as if he had just been caught out.




  She smiled and picked up her bag, deliberately dropping her business card, then turned and walked up off the beach over the sand dunes.




  By the time Belinda got to her car, she was beside herself. She had masturbated like that lots of times, in the library, on a train, even in a movie theatre once. This was the first time she had been so brave as to leave her number. But he was so handsome and she wanted him, and she didn’t know how else to let him know what she needed. She went home and gardened. She had to keep busy while she waited for the phone to ring. She worried that it would ring, but worried more that it wouldn’t.




  The phone finally rang at five o’clock, just as Belinda had given up on the stranger.




  She said hello in her normal bouncy voice.




  “Hello. I was at the beach today,” he said.




  “Oh, really,” she said, hoping he would say more.




  “I think I found your business card; that is if you are Belinda.”




  “Oh, I’m Belinda.”




  “So, I found your business card in the sand after you left and thought that you might want it back.” He started sounding nervous.




  “I can be a bit absent minded and clumsy at times.” She hoped he would be thinking she was anything but clumsy, but went along with it.




  “So, are you free tonight?”




  Belinda was about to say no when the demon inside her said yes.




  “Oh, good. How about you meet me for a drink in the bar at the Marriott hotel.”




  “Certainly. What time?” Belinda responded as if she were on autopilot, shocked to hear her own eager voice.




  “Oh, let’s say eight o’clock.”




  * * * *




  At eight o’clock on the mark, Belinda walked into the busy bar. She had dressed in a simple, figure-hugging black dress with a plunging neckline that still covered her large breasts but showed off their shape.




  He grinned at her and then kissed her on the cheek. “You look as if you’ve recently had some sun.”




  “I have been sunbathing recently.”




  “My name is Simon.” He went on to tell her he was forty-eight.




  “That’s hard to believe. You don’t look a day over forty.” She flashed him an impish grin. They talked about the weather and their jobs—she was a lawyer and he worked with cattle. Belinda breathed in his cologne, the scent making him seem even sexier




  Simon leaned in close. “I have a room here.”




  Just what she’d been hoping to hear. She linked her arm in his and he led her straight to the lifts. They didn’t look at each other or say a single word. Simon walked Belinda to his suite and opened the door. He waited for Belinda to walk in first, then entered closely behind her.




  He wrapped his arms around her and she felt his hardness against her back. Even through her dress, she could feel he had no reason to be shy.




  “Another drink?” he asked.




  Belinda turned in his arms and looked up to his handsome tanned face. “No, thank you.” She wanted him to kiss her. The sexual tension weighed heavy between them, and she could hardly wait for him to be inside her.




  “Slip your dress off.”




  Just the way he said it, Belinda knew that he wouldn’t be used to anyone saying no to him. She ran her fingers over her zipper and slid it down, then pushed the arms of the dress off and stepped out of it, leaving it in a small pile on the floor.




  He sat on the couch and looked at her standing before him in a red G-string and matching red bra.




  “Hmm. Very nice,” he said appreciatively. “Come closer.”




  So she walked over to him.




  Simon sat on the edge of the couch, his hands stretched out to her as she drew nearer. He grabbed onto her and pulled her right to his face, burying his mouth into her pussy.




  The red lace was already wet from her need for him.




  “Turn around,” he told Belinda.




  She turned, slowly, building the anticipation.




  “Bend over a little for me.”




  She did so, and felt his hands sliding her G-string down. She parted her legs and let his fingers run over her wet pussy.




  “Oh, someone is a naughty girl, aren’t they?” he asked, turning her around. Simon undid her bra, which fell to the floor. “Oh, my, look at you.” He grinned at her.




  Belinda still didn’t say anything—she didn’t need to. She just needed to be directed by him.




  He grabbed onto her legs, spread them apart, and buried his head in her pussy. Straddling him, Belinda felt his fingers open her. He began to eat her, licking and sucking on her clit, then pushing his tongue inside her as far as he could go. Then he went back to her clit, licking it and flicking it, until she heard her own voice betray her as she came on his face.




  “Oh, yum, you are a little squirter.” He laughed. Taking her hands in his, he stood and she sat. Now he stood over her with his hard cock pushing against his pants.




  Belinda undressed him quickly and felt his fingers opening her mouth as he eased his huge cock into her.




  She nearly choked; he told her to take it, to swallow it down, so she did.




  He fucked her, and she played with his balls and sucked his cock. She gagged a bit as he came in her mouth. He pulled out, and with his finger, pushed the cum back into her mouth and lifted up her chin. She swallowed it all and licked her lips clean.




  But she wasn’t done with him, and she could see he wasn’t finished yet, either. He bent down and kissed Belinda on the lips, kissing her with such abandon that the fire inside her grew hotter. She had to have this man; she needed him inside her. He pulled her to her feet, kept kissing her, and then turned and led her to the bedroom.




  He lay her on the bed and spread her legs, her knees bent. He stared at her pussy as if it was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. “Go on, touch yourself. For me.”




  Belinda reached between her legs and began to touch herself, rubbing her silky clit in a circular motion, first slowly, and then getting faster and faster.




  He bent down between her legs and kissed her all over her thighs and then over her belly. Then he took in her long hard nipples and sucked on them until she moaned with such pleasure.




  “Please, now,” she begged him. She grabbed his fingers and pushed them into her pussy, pulsating, wet and open for him.




  “Oh, you want me, do you?”




  “I have to have you, Simon.”




  “Your little cunt needs some attention, does it?” His deep sexy voice pushed her to the edge.




  “Yes. I have to have you.”




  He stood, his head canted to one side, as if taking her in. He picked up a soft silk scarf from the nearby chair. “Trust me?”




  Belinda had no reason to trust him—or not trust him. She just nodded her head.




  He tied her arms in front of her.




  She looked up at him. He was naked and huge, his erection rubbing over her stomach and over her mound.




  “Please, I have to have you inside.” She knew she sounded like she was begging, but she had never felt so desperate for cock before. She had to have him inside her, stretching her, for she knew he would stretch her, and she couldn’t wait for him and the sensations he’d give her. He kissed her on the neck and then on her tits, spending a lot of time on each nipple and rubbing her clit at the same time. He raised his face and looked down at her. He is so handsome. Belinda screamed as another orgasm hit her, and he kept rubbing her clit, making it last and last.




  Then he dragged her off the bed and onto her knees on the floor, turning her around so she faced the bed. He moved her arms so they leaned on the bed but remained tied together.




  His fingers entered her pussy from behind, and she wanted him to fuck her hard. She didn’t care what he did to her as long as he gave in and filled up her pussy up with his cock. She dripped with desire. He fingered her with three fingers, and she remembered a video she saw once of fist-fucking, and suddenly wanted his whole fist inside her. She pushed back on him, trying to fuck all of him, but he put a strong arm across her hips and stopped her from moving. He was in charge and she had to let him do to her whatever he wanted.




  “You want my cock now?” he asked in a rough voice that set her skin tingling.




  “Yes, fuck me, fuck me hard,” she yelled at him.




  “Now you want me to fuck you hard.”




  She didn’t know why he was so damn calm when she was about to explode. “Fuck me! Give me your cock,” she demanded.




  He held her still while she quivered. Simon rubbed his cock up and down her wet pussy. She tried to arch her back, but he wouldn’t let her. Then he grabbed on to her ass, held tight, and slid his cock inside her.




  Belinda gasped; he seemed much bigger inside her, but she stretched to accommodate him. He drew back and slid in again, this time farther.




  “Oh, fuck!”




  “You haven’t got it all yet,” he teased her, and pulled out again and then slid back in, this time hard and fast.




  His deep stokes made her moan. She screamed for it, “Harder! Harder!”




  “I’m going to cum,” he shouted.




  “Yes,” she screamed, urging him on.




  He came, hard and deep inside her, his entire body erupting, and making her shudder.




  They collapsed onto the floor.




  Simon reached up, untied the silk scarf, and rubbed her wrists. “I hope I didn’t hurt you.”




  She laughed. “Hurt me only in a good way.”




  “Did you like being tied up?”




  “I loved being tied up, but next time I want to taste you,” she said, burying her head into his chest.




  The Game Players




  





  Colin and Sophia always played games. Who would get home first; who would be naked first; who’d say a random word, like coffee, first. The prize for the winner was always some sort of sexual treat. So this night, the competition was the words ‘no worries,’ and the first to say it would have to do whatever the other person demanded of him or her.




  Sophia had her own fantasies and longed to live them out. Winning the bet would have fulfilled all her desires. She couldn’t really think of what Colin might want that she hadn’t already done with him. He was very persuasive in the bedroom, and she felt free to be as dirty and naughty as she wanted to be without him looking at her with anything other than unadulterated lust.




  That’s what she loved about Colin. He could walk into a room and make her feel naked and slutty even when she had an evening gown on, and no one else would have a clue what was going on behind the façade.




  When they had first gotten together, Sophia had acted coyly and like a lady, very demure in the bedroom. Slowly, she had relaxed and allowed Colin to take her to places she hadn’t known existed.




  She felt like she was always aroused and always wet; never before had any man wanted her in the way that Colin did. So this night, they played their game and Sophia was sure that neither of them would win. Colin was very determined, as always, that he would win and when the phone rang just before they went to bed, Sophia had relaxed. Just before she had rung off, she told her sister that she would be happy to baby sit sometime, ‘no worries.’ As soon as the words were past her lips, she knew she had lost.




  Colin spent the next week smiling as he made his secretive plans.




  Finally, the night arrived. Colin told Sophia to have a bath and that he would lay her clothes out on her bed for her. So she did as he asked, and had a relaxing bath with some essential oils. Afterward, she dabbed on perfume and felt beautiful when she went into her bedroom to find what she would be wearing.




  On her bed, she found a new black teddy. It wasn’t like anything she had worn before. It was cupless and crotchless, all lace and black satin. Sophia slipped it on and looked at herself in the mirror. Her firm C-cup breasts stuck out perfectly in the round holes. Her nipples, which she always thought were too big, were erect and aching to be touched.




  She couldn’t believe how hot she looked. She then pulled on the black dress that Colin had laid out for her. She felt conscious of the black silk rubbing on her nipples and was sure she must have looked a sight, but he assured her she looked beautiful.




  Before leaving the house, Colin put a silk eye mask on her and then tied a piece of silk over the top. ‘To be doubly’ sure, he told her.




  In the car, Sophia sensed that they had driven quiet a distance. When Colin finally stopped the car, she realized that all her other senses were on overdrive. The air smelled clean, and everything was so quiet. She could almost taste Colin’s desire in the air.




  “We’re here.” He walked around to help her out of the car.




  The air was warm, as if it were the middle of summer. Sophie felt safe and happy in Colin’s care.




  They’d played games before. When he had handcuffed her, it never scared her; it excited her beyond belief, though, and was happy to go along with him.




  “Are you all right honey?” he asked softly.




  She held onto his hand as her feet hit concrete—she’d been expecting dirt or gravel. “Yes, I’m fine,” she told him lovingly.




  “Good. Now come with me.” He took her by the arm and guided her to a special place.




  Sophie got the feeling they were somewhere secluded, like a national park or near the beach, though she was sure she was walking on concrete or paving from the sound her high heels made.




  Colin carefully led her all the way. “You can stop now.”




  Sophie stopped and stood still, her fingers stretched out as if trying to sense where they were.




  “Trust me?”




  “Oh, yes, I trust you Colin.”




  “Good girl.” He kissed her on the mouth with a deep passion, and she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him back.




  Colin rubbed his hands down her neck and over her shapely body, over the fine points her nipples were making through the filmy silk dress.




  “I want you,” Sophie whispered, aroused.




  “Do you now?” Colin sounded firm and very much in control.




  She liked that about him—that he was in control. She loved that she could trust him to do whatever he wanted to do to her.




  He kissed her again, and she felt the heat rising in her.




  “I am so horny. Honey, please undress me.” She knew she sounded nearly desperate, but didn’t care.




  “You want me to undress you?”




  “Yes! Get this dress off me,” she demanded.




  He kissed her around the back of the neck and she felt his fingers on the zip.




  “Hurry up.” She felt as if she’d erupt right then and there. She needed him to touch her, explore her naked body, make love to her.




  Colin laughed. “All in good time.” He unzipped her dress so slowly, and then with careful movements he undressed her, never leaving her without his hand on her somewhere, touching her so she knew that she wasn’t alone.




  She felt quite sexy standing there in her high heels, wearing the sexy teddy that he had picked for her with the cupless top, knowing her breasts were bare for the world to see.




  He turned her around and began to kiss her mouth slowly, and then down her neck until his mouth was over her left breast. He sucked on her nipple, taking it deep into his mouth; he sucked on it hard until it ached and she felt her clit swell and ache with it.




  “Touch me,” she told him.




  “Soon.” He took the other breast into his mouth, sucking and licking, while squeezing and rubbing the first one.




  Her knees buckled as he brought her to a noisy orgasm. Wetness came from deep inside her and soaked the lace between her legs. “Oh, god, fuck me Col.”




  He laughed. “All in good time.” He kissed her on the mouth again.




  His hands were everywhere, touching and rubbing her, until she couldn’t believe how wet and horny she was.




  “You okay, honey?”




  “No! Yes. Col, please, don’t leave me like this. I have to have you.”




  He kissed her again, and then she reached for his cock. Her hands found it. Somehow, without her sight, his cock felt different. “Let me suck you,” she begged.




  “In a minute,” he told her between kisses. “Be patient.”




  And then she felt his hands rubbing up and down her legs. She parted them. His fingers pulled at the lace gap between her legs, touching and teasing, but he wouldn’t let his fingers slide inside. She tried to capture them—she needed penetration—but he held her so firmly she couldn’t.
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